WHY,    INDEED?

all his brilliance of style, never objected to them, but
probably thought them a stage in progress towards God
knows what. Think of Bright without his clothes. It
isn't possible; and, if it were, we should shrink from it.

"It's quite easy to be wise after the event," said the
daimon (perhaps it would save trouble if we began to
spell him "demon"), "but weren't those people just as
well-meaning as yourself?"

"I daresay they were," I reflected; and, unmeaningly
again (and I dared not say the lines aloud because of the
way in which the demon had reprimanded me when I
quoted Calverley) there came into my mind the last
lines of Thomas Ingoldsby which began with:

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge,
There came a little bird and it sang upon the spraye.

The little bird came and sang to me: and it sang to me,
and to all in all generations who deplore their elders:
"Truly we are the children and wisdom shall die with
us." It seems hardly possible to even ordinarily sensible
minds of our generation that we could have done almost
anything that, as a nation, we have done in the past.
Why on earth did we wage the Hundred Years War or
the Wars of the Roses? Why on earth did we allow our-
selves to get to such a point as to have to stomach the
Tudors? Why did we let Oliver Cromwell murder the
king and then murder Parliament in the cause of
Parliament versus the King? Why did we bring in that
ghastly Dutchman? Why did we lose a reluctant
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